BEN  JONSON  and MICHAEL  DRAYTON

England's high Chancellor:  the destin'd heir,
In his soft cradle, to his father's chair:
Whose even thread the fates spin round and full,
Out of their choicest and their whitest wool.
'Tis a brave cause of joy, let it be known,
For 'twere a narrow gladness, kept thine own.
Give me a deep-crowned bowl, that I may sing,
In raising him, the wisdom of my king.

BEN JONSON

From Elegies, 1627
To Henry Reynolds, Of Poets and Poesy
That noble Chaucer in those former times,
The first enriched our English with his rhymes,
And was the first of ours that ever brake
Into the Muses' treasure, and first spake
In weighty numbers, delving in the mine
Of perfect knowledge, which he could refine
And coin for current, and as much as then
The English language could express to men
He made it do, and by his wondrous skill
Grave us much light from his abundant quill.
And honest Gowery who in respect of him
Had only sipped at Aganippe's brim,
And though in years this last was him before,
Yet fell he far short of the other's store.
When after those, four ages very near,
They with the Muses which conversed were
That princely Surrey, early in the time
Of the Eight Henry, who was then the prime
Of England's noble youth 5  with him there came
Wyat, with reverence whom we still do name 5
Amongst our poets Brian had a share
With the two former, which accompted are
That time's best makers and the authors were
Of those small poems which the title bear
Of songs and sonnets, wherein oft they hit
On many dainty passages of wit.
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